prepared Already he had been given a taste of it by others. Yester-
day at the Fassuolo Palace one of the Grimani had turned his back
upon him without acknowledging his greeting, Agostino Spinola, on
the other hand, had spoken with the blunt freedom of the hard-bitten
old soldier that he was.
"So your noble father is forgotten, his wrongs forgiven. Ha! It
may be the way of the world, when interest beckons. But I had not
thought it would have been your way, Prospero."
Prospcro had defended himself. "Nor is it. I have no need to
follow the beckoning of interest."
"True, your father left you rich. The more reason not to kiss the
hands of his enemies."
"Were they that ? Or did it merely seem so ? The King of France
it was who broke faith."
"So they say. And to be sure it will suit you to believe it,9' Spinola
had quietly sneered, and on that he had passed on.
Prospcro had quivered under the insult. Yet he had swallowed it,
Impossible to demand satisfaction on such a matter of one who had
been his father's loyal friend.
No\v the like awaited him, no doubt, again. He went boldly in
to face it.
His mother looked round quickly when the door opened. Her
countenance was flushed and angry, * Thank God you're come at last
"to answer for yourself," she greeted him, "I am driven crazy with
seeking to answer for you."
"That was surely unnecessary." He closed the door, and stood
wilh his back to it, considering his uncles and his cousins in simulated
calm, Behind it his temper was worn raw. "I trust that I shall be
ready always to answer for myself."
"There's the need for it now, as God's in heaven," stormed his
uncle Rainaldo. He was a big, hearty man, all jowl and beard, in
nothing resembling Prospero's dead father. More like the departed
Antoniotto was the Cardinal, spare and tall of frame, almost ascetic
of countenance, with gentle dark eyes and a sensitive mouth. His lips
murmured something now. His fine hand was extended to restrain his
burly brother. But Rainaldo shook it off impatiently, "This is no
matter for priests or women." He glared at Prospero. "What's this
of your marrying into the House of Dona?"
"Have you only just heard of it?"
**T have only just been brought to believe it.**
"Then why ask me about it ? I am betrothed to Madonna Giovanna
Maria Monaldi. Ts that what you mean ?"
"What else should I mean?"
"You are not pleased about it?"
"Pleased ? • Do you laugh at me? I see my brother's son marrying
into the house of my brother's butcher, and you ask me am I not
pleased about it."
The Cardinal made a sound of sorrowful disapproval "Why must
you overstate, Rainaldo. Blood-guilt at least there was not , . .**
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